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JANUARY. 


year do its bright tufts appear to cheer us in our 
wintry desolation ; and 

“ It dwells alone in its forest cave. 

Where the moss lies round like an emerald wave. 
And the wintry insects sleep and dwell, 

Till awoke by the Snowdrop’s silvery bell.” 

The French call it Perce neige, because it lifts 
its head above the snowy ground, while its leaves 
have their fleecy garments hanging upon them. 
Mrs. Barbauld has the following notice of it : — 

“ Now the glad earth her frozen zone unbends. 

And o’er her bosom breathe the western winds; 
Already now the Snowdrop dare appear. 

The first pale blossom of the unripened year ; 

As Flora’s breath by some transforming power 
Had changed an icicle into a flower; 

Its name and hue the scentless plant retains. 

And winter lingers in its icy veins.” 

It is fond of the grassy banks of our rivers and 
moist meadows, and is found sometimes in woods. 
It is very plentiful in some parts of Monmouth- 
shire, where several orchards, and many of the 
banks of the brooks and rivulets are thickly co- 
vered with this innocent little flower. Who does 
not feel pleasure in finding it wild, and who is not 
willing to say with the poet to his Maker — 

“ Make thou my spirit pure and clear. 

As are the frosty skies, 

Or this first Snowdrop of the year. 

That on my bosom lies.” 
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This “ fair maid of February,” as it is sometimes 
termed, in its formation is so admirable as to 
claim our particular attention. The delicacy with 
which the blossom is attached to the flower-stalk 
enables it to move with the winds in every direc- 
tion, without fear of snapping, or suffering the air 
to defraud the stigma of the necessary part of its 
farina or pollen ; while its modest pendant posi- 
tion is calculated to throw off all superfluous 
moisture, in order that the parts of fructification 
may be so secured as to replenish the earth with 
its seed. The pure white that is given to the 
petals of this flower contributes to the perfecting 
of the pollen, as it causes them to act as reflect- 
ors, and throw all the light and warmth on it, 
which at the chilling season of the year when the 
Snowdrop flowers is necessary. 

“The Snowdrop, winter’s timid child. 

Awakes to life, bedew’d with tears. 

And flings around its fragrance mild, 

And where no rival flow’rets bloom, 

Amidst the bare and chilling gloom 
A beauteous gem appears ! o 

“ All weak and wan, with head inclined. 

Its parent breast the drifted snow ; 

It trembles, while the ruthless wind 
Bends its slim form, the tempest lowers. 

Its emerald eye drops crystal showers 
On its cold bed below. 

u Poor flower ! on thee no sunny beam. 

No touch of genial warmth bestows. 




